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The Runaway Prisoner 
st) 


First slowly and then fast I run, 

across the leafy verge, through the spider's nese, 
[ will not bend upon the ground, 

ll run as long as these lungs can carry, 

through the winds of freedom, 

gasp through the lonely woods, 

cast away the silence of injustice, 

to meet the grasped hand of freedom, 

as deep as the silent oceanic roar, 

to fall, and with proof of pain defeated, 

gather the courage to run once more, 

against the injustice of sentences false, of judgement wrong, 
of false convictions, of coerced injustices, 

I am windswept in the wild bravery of liberty. 
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The Wreck 

“Z2> 

Across the dark ocean floor, 

sprawled into fallen parts, 

draped in ocean life, 

the wreck lies, che home of new life, — 

and the grave of lost souls 

who could not escape the waters, 

or were not granted their need. 

The wreck joins the tragic fates of many lives, 
of how human pretensions to care are lies, 

of how our fates sink down to the deep trench, 
lost belongings submerge lost fates, 

of tragedies that unfolded and that were never allowed to unfold. 
The ladder to heaven slips, 


we fall to the ocean floor as forsaken, oblivious, lost. 
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Romance 
on? 


Vw 


We walk together through the tree-lined street, 

the wind is clear, and we dream of rain 

through the dry fallen leaves of summer, 

we walk together, where the sun has filled the silent Kacing of 
the trees. 

We are slow enough to let the nothingness of the present 

fall over us, seep through the aery azure sky wind-blessed, 

we will wake from summer dreams, 

yet while we walk, we have nothing to say, or hear! 

All that remains is the sleep, . 

and the tipsy emptiness 

thar there is nothing to do or complete, 


and nothing to conclude. 
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The Hummingbird 


In jollity's ecstasy unvanquished, 
you float upon adventures silent chime, 


endless motion to stay in the same place, 
to fly away in search of new worlds, 


your bounty remains nectar’s liquid dance. 
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the fingerprints are all over che room, 
the room is empty. 


2 


the footprints in the snow disappear. 


3 . 
the footprints on the seashore sand are washed away. 


4 

the footprints in the desert cave 
are never blown away, 

they remain, time frozen, 


beyond the loss of all our days. 
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Shoes 


F245 


1 

I put my feet into shoes I've never worn before, 
the shoes are really big, 

and I say,. 


Wow, 
I never knew this life and this world. 


2 
I put my feet into.really small pink shoes, 


shoes that are torn and scarred, 


shoes that are of a child, who never had a childhood. — 


I say, 

If I had only known, I would have forgiven, 
Said, forgive, forgive! . 

I never knew this life and this world! 


3 

I put my feet into shoes that fic! 

They aren't mine either, 

but I imagine this world, 

for what it is, 

just one shoe 

in an endless line of shoes, 

if you know only one, 

you never know what the other is or was! 


15 
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Cloud Dweller 


“fo 


Heavens majesty in oval vastness 

shatters the night with the storm, 

lightning joyous hurls the grand dome of the dark clouds. 
At the edge of the gloomy towers, 

you survey the lost radiance of the misty realms. 

I will climb up the windswept stairs, 

to hold your hands, 


and tell all the emptiness I have beyond knowing. 
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Rivers 


o~/ 
— ? 


Rivers of connection 

meet and part 

acrass human lives, 

in connections we know and do not know, 

streams and rivulets of experience 

connect our days with the ancient past, 

make meaning and take meaning away from out lives, 
across the brook, the blood of a man, 

killed by another man, sprinkling, dissolves, 

into the fast rhythm of newfound babbling. 

When we meet, and do not hate, 

across the divide and partition of time, and the colour of 1 my skin, 
we hail back to our common ancestors, 

who bathed in the rivers of morning, - 

we make together, dissolve and mingle and stir, 

our long-separated, long-lost souls. 
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Solitude 


Be not afraid of solitude, 

the world rotates unending lovelessness, 

apathy fills the silence of a false world. 

The maimed black panther in the deep jungle 
laden with rain has no voice but calm silence. 
There is no plan in creation but the deceit of pain, 
hallowed by the labyrinth of lying, 

nothing is ever saved, 

no faith lasts forever, 


life is wasted in the pursuit of the vanishing distance, 
seduded tranquility iridescent in the unspoken, 

homage to the boon of mercy, 

of knowing fate as dwelling within the mind alone. 
Reveal the deathfulness of being scattered in the clock, 
the moving images of slanting shadows 

converge and depart, convex and concave, 

echo silently the journey work of lonely solitude. 
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Diversity 
eFZ4 


All around look at the music of the spheres, 

it's beautiful from unlimited voices, 

singers of all colours join together in harmony! 

snowflakes fall slowly, 

in all colours, in all joyous textures, 

they form a landscape endlessly brindled! 

butterflies in all species, in all genders, 

fly upward, land on flowers uncountably multi-hued, 

tropical and chromatical birds have a motley beauty, 

beautiful is the mind that goes beyond stereotypes, 

to see people as they are, too diverse to judge simply! 

blessed is the flecked gameboard of life 

when we who play at winning and losing, 

help those who have lost, forgive and give mercy, 

and raise up once more those we have condemned, 

when through a telescope we look at the unlimited glowing 

of our dappled lives, interconnected, interwoven; = 

of human warmth, 

that lives to survive beyond hate and‘punishment! 

There stippled and spotted across the great cats’ fur, 

exists the evil and good people of human life. 

By love that rescues us from our sobered souls, 

we discover the luminous peace spread, 

in the silence festival, 

pied with the discovery of mutual genuineness! 

I'm grateful for the human love that exists beyond narrow 
divisions, 

of the few women and men 

who have not forsaken me in times when I have needed refuge, 


I imagine there exists a world so very speckled, spotted, brindled, 
diverse, 
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the multicoloured butterflies never may disappear! 
there is no possibility of wrong and therefore no fear, 
there is a world where no betrayal or lies endure, 
where our tears may be of happiness alone! 
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Cuckoo 


cFZ4 


1 

Wine glasses bubble, 

the night is warm, 

the afternoon glows with yellow light, 
out of the grand clock, 

the cuckoo comes out, 

Co co co. . 


2 

In the woods, 

in the solitude, 

the grass quivers, 

the trees bloom, 
the bee Joves the flower © 


Co, co, co. 
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Ocean 

a 

The Giant Squid and the Whale grapple with each other 

In the deep dark depth of the ocean, 

Wounds are inflicted by teeth against tentacles and a beak. 

So it is with all our lives, 

We struggle against each other till the very end, 

Life and all we leave behind is the tussle between a Whale and a 
Squid, - 

In the deep, dark, ihc endless, beginningless, faithlessness. 


THE LAMP THROUGH THE FOREST 23 


outside my window snow falls, 
fresh snow piles up, 

while everyone is inside, 
outside there is no one, 

life is transient, 

it will go sooner or later. 


2 

I look at him, 

he has aged, 

with a scar at his cheek, 
time has changed us all. 


33 
the leaves of autumn are ruined gracefully, 
subtly yellow, they are forgotten. 


4 ; 

the days have become irregular, 

the woman I knew now looks asymmetrical, 
the perfect symmetry of youth 


gives way to the asymmetry of today. 


5 


the musical instruments I had have become old, 
a natural weathered simplicity has tarnished 
what had once sparkled with newness. 


24 Ritwik Ghosh 


6 


without conventions, boundless and free, 
with tranquility she told me what I had not obviously suspected. 


Z 
I do not think much, 
T look at an old place, 


which I have visited after a while, 
its a heartbreaker. 


8 

dim, deep and mysterious, 

she comes and goes, ~ 

I have never managed to see her again. 


9 

unobtrusively, 

solitude comes into my room, 

irs shadows have made upon my body 


a ceremony of the unknown and the simple. 


10 

everything in this life has become a circle, 

my days come and go in elliptical unknownness, 

I rediscover things in the fractal circles of my limits 

and the spontaneous, cute, loveableness of this world’s sad beauty. 


11 
the boat flows, 


the islands I left behind disappear. 
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12 

rapidly the river current flows, 

I do know how far the boat will go © 

in the boundless imperfection of life's improvisation, 
defying stillness, . = 

flowing upon emptiness, 


naturally dissolving into nothingness. 
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Ode 

25 

The ancient tree-lined avenue, ' 
the smell of new red soil, 
rain-blessed, sleep-touched, 

_ the strangeness of love, 
through these capillaries, 

goes beyond my senses, 
beyond. my thoughts, 

to where the mind is alone. 

In the blue beauty of the sky heart, 


I see myself as the mirror of oblivion. 
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Utopia 


“LZ5 


‘The records of history, 

like murky muddy mangrove waters 

under the receding low tide, . 

reveal the ancient epic tales 

of long lost ages. 

The coral crabs scuttle among the ek he 

the ebb of the clear waters 

reveals the arched skeleton of a Tyrannosaurus. 

A small mouse peekaboos out of an intricate burrow. 
He says, “The big creatures have disappeared, 

Utopia has arrived.” _ 
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Tranquility 


Floating on the calm clear water surface of a slow, 

Languid rivulet, 

Under the green dappled canopy, 

We float beside each other in lovely unison, 

Joined by the friendship accompaniment of tiny gentle fishes. 

We share the silent ecstacy of mutual dreams, 

I am happiness love wounded, - ; 

By the connections of light green, joining the beauty of the vast 
wild world | 

With my own blue panoramical sky heart, 

Spread in fresh odiferous, scented earth, smelling peace. 

Wanderer, travel no further, 3 

Join the peace spread between worlds, 

In the pure and impure ripe repose - 

Where clouds glide away the morning, 

And welcome the afternoon. 

My dreams are gliding through tranquility, 

Gicthan shee : hae ee 


Float gently, for you float on the ocean of my dreams. 
My love is a soul gliding through tranquility, 

Join me in healing the earth sorrow, 

Breathe deeply the low cello, womanly cloud metropolis, 
In laughter cherish the gteen dappled within the green. 
Do you recall al] your dream boats that sailed 

Beyond the soundless ocean horizon? 

In coolness, the overlooked happiness beneath 

n cares of daily life reveals 

ppled game of loss and gain, 

grant in the wind-blessed blue sky. 


ithin j 
hin in a moment's fragments, 


The commo 
Solitude-da 
Idleness fra 
Glimpse w 
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The untarnished, stainless childhood you once had, 

This floating life, 

Softer gleaming sleep, , 

In the amber light of your happy dreams. 

Recall my image, in your hug and embrace, 

With tranquility we have made a pact with truth, ~~ 

With tranquility we in the blue wedding of clouds wandered 
away. 7 

Look far away at the slumberous pinnacles of snowy sleepy 
repose. 

Un-sobbing in blessing, 

Of the countless lives and destinies that live in us, 

Voyager of visionary tranquility. 

In the vale of loveliness cooling, 

We are castaways, of destiny uncaring, 

I'm no carpenter of poetry, 

And beautiful words do not last long, 

Behold with fresh eyes, 

With childhood wonder, 

The astonishing green beauty of this world. 

Stay, do not go, my friend, far away, far from me, 

Into the opiary meadow valleys, 

Let's heal together, 

Let's mend our lives, 

Like we mend our old violins, sitars and flutes. 

Let us no more sorrow, 

Feel sad for what we were, 

And what we might have been. 

Mango falls from the tree, plop! 

The rainbows shatter and overspill. 
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Walk or cycle the floating bridges 

From this life to another life, 

O gentle concentric waves.on rivulet water, 

O orange blossoms blooming, _ 

O lonely woman dressed in orange, 

I never did say I was smitten by your smile, 

May you in happiness have bloomed and blossomed. 
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Canvas 
The canvas is filled with the colour mirror of the heart, 
Gende pink shades give way to the architecture of forms and 
shapes, 
I worked days so as co build something, 
A life to inhabit, some hope to grab onto, 
Some light to fill the window of morning. 
I know thar the light of gentle morning 
Accepts the silence of my forgotten days and eee songs, 
Life is unmeaning, 
Yet, I have found and formed a cause, 
To stay alive, to wake up, 
And find a commitment, 
A purpose in this world of transient forms, 
A comradeship, camaraderie, 
That is not built on the lies 
‘That so oft come disguised 
In the mask appearance of truth, 
To say, and not to deceive myself in saying, 
I belong, I belong to some putpose, 
' Some idea of love, someone, something. 
Ihave craved not high office, 
But love blessedly, 
To join you in the rainy afternoon 
In which there is nothing to say, 
Merely shadows playing with shadows, 
Their shadow dappling. 
The canvas that was formed by my careful mornings, 
By the celestial shadow-dappled child, 
Is wiped away, 
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Leaving across the canvas 

A few flecks of fragmented dreaming golds 
Shining gently, luminously, 

Across the dimly dark. 
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City 
ewe 


people, cars, trams, trains, 
horses, carriages, boats, 
they come and go in the city, 
forgotten forever by time is our days of joy and grief, 
of fugitive love and accepted love, 
life is short, and the grave is unremembered forever 
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Dragon 


Those who accomplish much 

in the dark shadows invite the dragon 
who carries away fortune 

defeating the wealth of victory 

in the bottleneck of uncertainty. 


Those who gain the smile of fortune 
steal from the treasure chamber 

the tapestry of mastery 

that the dragon gathers. 


When the dragon gives birth to litter, 
little dragons flutter 

wings and teeth and claws, 

in one bespangling bedewing 

defeat the remaining dancers 

playing our scarlet evolutionary games. 
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Explorer 


e775 


With whom can we share our grief, 
with none I suppose, 


therefore soar, vaulted in the unexplored, 


where the abyss of bliss, 


laughter, happiness and cherished-trifle letting go, 
step by step touch freedom by vocal beauty, 


soar in the clouds of yellow joy, 


our home is strangeness unexplored. 
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Puppy 


” 
aa g 


1 

Millions of puppies, 
falling, rising, 
sleeping, waking, 


cuteness in an expanding universe. 


Zz. 


Puppies waking across the grass, 
playing, rolling, 
happy and well fed. 


3 
Puppies falling asleep under the sun, 


on the warm grass. 
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Revolutionary 
rome LG 


me) 

1 
amidst suffering, you may bring 
your inward optimism, 
inwardness unfolding inwardness, 
of trauma, of pain, of loss, 
from which comes, amidst injury, 
the remaining strength, 
to make a fortress of life's remains. 


2 : 

we are all alone, everyone is a traitor, 

yet, you shall be freed, 

in liberty’s light, brothers and sisters 

will free you from your chains, 

the light will break through the darkness, 

the infinite blue sky will be your home cherished. : 


3 


what can be achieved, and what can never be achieved again, 
will be overturned, the evil will fall, the wrong will be righted, . 


in the realm beyond justice where a new language is formed. 


4 

amidst a new order, a new endeavour will come, - 

a new world will bring with it an unseen visionary recognition, 
-the struggle between us will come to a high joy, 

rippling, gleaming, teeming with fresh life, 

dewdropped in ecstasy, farewell blessed, 

a newness unforeseen will teach us 
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what we have lost, what we have unlearned, 

what new creation, what deep human love we have saved from 
oblivion 

in these hands and held arms and these hugs that are ours. 
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Shepherd 

eFZ4 

1 

The shepherd falls asleep under a tree, 

the shepherd dog bravely guides the epee into their home. 


Z 


The shepherd dog barks and runs to get a sheep that strayed, 
into the shed. 


3 

The shepherd dog awakes, 

and attempts to get the sheep moving back home, 
from their pastureland. 

Misled by error, 

the sheep scatter, 

the sheep go astray, 

each destined to get lost in its own way. 


At the cliff of a cold mountain, 
you will see the vale 


where herds graze, moving across the land, 
the panther brings down deer. 


2 
At the mirror of the skyscraper, 
you will see coming and going, 
horses neighing, cats sleeping, 
the homeless man under a bridge, 


thrown out by wife and family. 


3 


The eagle returns through the cloud forest, 


ted talons and long wings grip the nest, 
feeds the eaglets, 


before their flight 


into the boundless unknown. 
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Ode Favourite 


cFe 5 


Let's embrace but not too closely, 

Let's walk around, only to let go, 

When we'll hang out, we'll have fun, 

Shadows will disappear, 

The glass will overfill with bubbles, 

Let's hug, and before shadows come again, let's Hecee 
Though you'll be far away, 

rl think of you and wish you were here: 
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Undreamed 
eFZ4 


1 

In the middle ring of planets 
exist three living plancts. 

In one them six seasons occut, 
in another two, 

and in another twelve, 

each season is undreamt, 
beyond our dreaming, 


2 

He has a long red coat, 

and dances in the afternoon, 

in the evening he takes a first-class ticket. 
Inan empty train, © . 

when the train arrives, 

he is discovered dead. 

The autopsy doctor 

thinks ir’s a murder, 

and more than that it's the assassination, 


of a spy. 


3 

Somewhere in the multiverse, 

in the unseen past and unseen future, 
an asteroid flew by Earth, 

and battled the Sea of Fertility 

on the moon. 

Ourselves, as little mice 

in the night, 


love and hate, 
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hide and seek 

in the eye of the tyrant lizard. 

We evolve eyes 
that can see colours undreamed of. 
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Living 


The calm, peaceful farewell of our parting 

is lined with many trees filling che forest paths. 

This road is longing-touched with fallen leaves, 

the silent bells of farewell are warmed by shadow-filed longing, 

by the generous water-filled river's banks, the canoe's flowing, 

gliding in tranquil-touched farewell, oarsmen disappear far away, 

shadows wordless, silent, sway in the forest edge, 

emptiness flowing in the endless green fields, 

mango trees grow over an abandoned, forgotten temple, 

pale blue endlessness, rain-laden darkening clouds, 

tortoises stroll through an empty path disappearing in the forest. 

Perhaps the songs of hidden birds will awaken us after a deepez 
slumber, 

we will awaken to write the tales vee our lives, 

the humble vase figures, the carved reliefs of our words. 

We've been maddened by loss, 

past happiness mingles with the coolness of letting go, 

we will not be memory-wounded, this sunset, this day, this night. 
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Fame 


Ln 


1 

We are born and we die, 

that alone is certain, 

that is why fame is inauthentic, 
it distracts us 

from the reality of our lives, 
from the truth of what we are, 


and what we can be. 


wa 
friendships, 
stories of love and friendly human bonds, 
never last, 
they endure only in fairy tales, 
which is why I have not put faith in them. 


3 

to be famous, 

to look up to someone, 

to imagine an ideal, 

is dishonest, 

we can only know an image, 

we never can know the real person, 


we never can know anyone besides ourselves. 


4 
the trade of friendships, 

of teachers selecting students, 
of friends selecting friends, 


is a trade of agreeableness, 
we all know that agreeableness is rewarded 


and disagreeableness is shunned, 

this is why to be humble 

is a dishonesty, 

it is a socially approved cult, 

we celebrate, 

projecting a sugarcoated picture of ourselves, 
and of others, 

in words, photos, messages, 


we trade gleefully in dishonesty. - 


5 
we remember not the ability in itself, 
but the way it is presented, 


which is why we don’t really cate about ability. 


6 


we who have evolved in the jungle, 
live our lives as instinctual beings, 
we are not free of the soil 

of our origins. 


7 

I admire those wh 

choose to write poetry, 

in a language of no commercial importance, 

who have no political correctness to sell their art, 
who neither translate nor cross borders, 


who are content to pursue obscurity, 
knowing it is a truth, 


for it does not please the crowd, 
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nor appeals to the academic or the fellow poet, 
nor asks for memory’s hand, 


it is blessed with solitude, 


loneliness is a blessing when it is less deceived. 


8 
approval from the group, 
ostracism, exile, oblivion, 
none of this matters, 

the world's painting 

wipes clean the canvas, 
new paintings will be made. 
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A Voyage 
ae oa 


We walked past the pines, 

past the coolness of the vast lakes, 

here you said, 

“T remember this lake where I was murdered.” 
We went with our women, our dogs, 

the few humble things we could carry. 

We went where the wind shakes the branches, _ 
here was washed ashore 

the wood planks of wrecked ships, 

here beside the wooded oars, scraps of clothing, 
we buried the men who dreamed of the voyage, - 
of the voyage that through suns, frosts, thirsts, 
we had hoped would not end, 

had hoped of happiness once again. 

We walked where the statues had fallen, 

where the broken head had smiled and frowned, 
and like us, could not complain, 

like us, had lamented enough. 

On cloudy days, we walked through oleanders, 
we knew the darkness of autumn, 

the world of harbours, mountains 

that are a home'to none, 

we looked down the steep mountain paths, 

to the gorge depths, 

where travellers, these young men, 

had fallen. 

Wounded, we made the sky our chapel, 

we burnt the bitter wood, 

held up the spear against the tiger, 


inscribed our words on walls 
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before we left. 

We gathered serenity amidst the ruins, 

carried hope on pathways where it had never been, 
we buried many with prayers, scattered Dea 
gave to fate all that it took. 

we keep alive the hope of justice, 

of healing, of the conquest of difficult fate, 

of a voyage in a truer land, 

of a travelling in a just age. 


49 


Songs 


en nara 
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Laughing mornings, joyous mornings, 

I am with you, as yellow light is our warmth, 
I'm done with the worrying and the thinking, 
I've given up all chat was not worthwhile. 

To welcome a new dawn, 

We are happy to hug together, 

Warmly, gorgeously, 

This light-filled morning, 

I hug you and you hug me, 

We hug with each other! 


2 
<f25 


I have grieved over my sufferings, 

over the pain that came to me, 

and made me lost, 

I have grieved over lost love, 

over lost days, of my failings, 

of how my mind can never be understood, 

of how my school can never measure my mind's reach, 
of lies and slander and calumny against me, 

for we live in a world of infinite lies and ceaseless lying. 
I search for a way out of this world, 

into one more true, only to realize I have lost. 

I will one day come to my ruined world, 

to gather the fullness 

of my morning's wonder-touched meadows. 
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In my lonely garden 

I saw an unexpected squirrel. 

Where did it come from? 

Where will it go? 

I am startled by the strangeness of life, 
how things begin and end. 

I saw in the squirrel’s quick flutter, 
companionship enough 

for a whole night's dreams. 


4 
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Forgiveness I give to those who have wronged me, 
I ask forgiveness from those I have wronged. 
May humanity not be denied 

to those who have suffered, 

beyond the giving and taking of forgiveness. 
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When I am alone, 

I do not have to think 

that ama man or woman, 

that J am brown or black or coloured, 

that I am unlucky or fortunate, 
that Iam any less or more for being alone. 

Merely, that the days come and go, 

the grass sways in the wind, . 

that all I ever said or wrote will wash away in the wind. 
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The skylark flies far upwards, 

where there are clouds and cool silence, 

there the skylark flies until the silence is complete, 

it is there the skylark will meet heaven's joyous applause. 
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What is accidental in life 
comes and gocs without respectability, 


all chat is trivial and faulty, 


all of that which makes up the broken jigsaw puzzle of the past 


and the broken vase of this life, 

all that I know and accepr, 

without shame, without humiliation, 
and the honesty of sleep, 

scattered in the parts of life 

thar exist as lost image fragments, . 
beyond understanding. 
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The blossoming babble of melodic mirth — 

Walk in the mango-tree forest 

Where the cloudy sky can never last long, 

Unfasten the years past and the years ahead, 
Forgetfulness twilight-touched 

Welcomes the slumber unto the dawn, 

When wakes the wayfarers to the last limits of life 
And all its shattered glory, to make a farewell to all things, 
Humble cargoes of the courtyard garden 

Where we meet with our fates, 

Only to Jet go of the hold fortune has ever had upon us. 
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The mango trees in the yellowing vale, 

the leaves are filled with life anew, 

the river babbles, slumberous weary life, 
dreamless, the house is deserted, _ 

the sculptor's work remains 

in the gloom of anonymity, 

the emerald-coloured water mellowing 

far beneath the pinnacles of calm snow, 
overlook the silent heavens 

amassing slow-moving clouds 

and the chasms of rivers sundered in gorges, 
amidst the phantasy of her marble knees 
and the odorous solitude of the ancient bay, 
dappled streams and the abandoned worlds 
unknown to memory, in the unimagined pattering 
of the invisible feelings of life, 

smiling lips survive the overcast clouds, 
embrace the solitude of blossoms, 

idleness scenting the inevitable seclusion 
where all is forgotten. . 


10 
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I was lost among clouds, 
I met the inner unexpressed. 
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In this world 

there is no closure, 

but there is 

a sense of resolution. 

On certain days, 

I feel spread over the earth, 
the spell, not of love, . 
I feel the spell of nothingness, 
of emptiness. 
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In the last journey of life, 

there are no companions, 

‘in solitude alone, my shadow alone 
will accompany me 

in the way through the fields, 

in the travelling journey 

thar disappears in the morning dawn, 
in the gentle soft faine dappling. 
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acrial arbour, garden green, 

silent chime of the sun, 

snow meles in spring rivulets, 

brooks How in many a stream, 

young radiance, 

messenger of tranquility, 

filling and echoing our moments 

with sleeping blue foam of the woodland sky, 
witness to the crags 

of the splashing translucent eagle. 
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These remains, 
dreams of bliss and love, 
may they echo back to you. 
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Let's weep for the friendships we've lost, 
the betrayals we've had, 


the hopes that were never to be, 


let's weep for the sorrows of life, 
the trifles that took us in grief, 


let's weep for the deaths that are ours, 


let's weep, 
for the happiness 
that was in fragility ours. 


16 
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latticed shadows 

fall upon the violin, 
_its strings need tuning. 


17 
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fluttering curtains, 
time lost. 


happiness and sadness, 
bliss and despair, 


immemorial lay the dragon's lair. 
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the majesty of the open sky . 

has no way to it, 

superb dwelling of impossibility, 
peace-touched extravagance dream, 
bee within the flower. 
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Once we were children, 
In our hug we are children once more. 
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The ocean floor of shipwrecks is nameless, 
treasures, coins, tossed hats, 
are strewn on the shoreless floor, 
broken masts, fallen logs, lustreless rudders, 
boats, ships, submarines lie unto the cold dark waters 
where only a few fish with large eyes keep company, 
leaky word of exiles, 
nothing remains of the voyage fice once was, 
. the bubbles went up and never came back. 
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Upon the prairie fall asleep, 
Under the warm, fresh sun, 

No suffering, sorrow or longing, 


No desire, envy, shame or humiliation, . 


No pain or loneliness or sadness, 
May be there, all is happy, all is fullness, 
_ May sleep and dreams give you 


Your own warmth, your own self. 
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The moon above the archway, 
Above the lattice of mango trees, 
Like a bubble of joyous hope, 


Anvites us to worlds far beyond. 
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Refugees are our friends, 
Brothers and sisters 

In our evolutionary tree, 

In our hug with them we share 
Our common humanity, 

We recognize ourselves 

As in a mirror, : 

As one human family. 
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May calm be your landscape heart, 
the blue sky sailed in celestial calm, 
from the deep heart to the deep heart, 
feel the peace of the infinite sky, 

and the wings of birds and honeybees. 
Our backs ache, it is a physical ache, 


but also the emotional pain of our lives, 


of our lifelong struggles and long experiences. 


I will now go to the life that is more genuine, 
To the home that is my true home. 
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Bubble of life, 

floating, 

blue, orange, green, pale yellow, 
wandering amidst banyans, 

derelict mansions, dilapidated cottages, — 
lonely, desolate temples, 

over whose long-carved statues 
creepers have overgrown, 

empty nests, bamboo huts forsaken, 
village girls’ laughter filled with wine, 
a boy walks followed by a dog. — 


THE LAMP THROUGH THB FOREST 65 


26 
FZ 


Over gathered firewood, 

morning dew gently gleams, 

over the ember-rouched fire, 

we pray for the souls of the fish we eat. 
A cat comes in our solitude, 

we've wandered long amidst old pines, 
we savour the isolation of a book, 

its pages yellowing with time. 

In this elemental unfurling of life, 
weve travelled far from home, 

at the road meeting of kalpas of time. 
I have a farewell with dreams that fade, 
as if this life is a loud floating away, 
gazing deep in the longing unknown, 
in the vast empty world. 

In roads grown apart, 

will we ever stumble 

across each other 

once more? 

Our lives amidst the years 

have dissolved in the stream, . 
drifted far away in the longing to be unknown, 
in these vistas of wandering, 

tints of the sacrifices we made, 

in the isolate of reading books. 

I won't long for all I’ve lost, 

and I will feel 

the boundless ache of the beyond, 
overfill the short, few days of life, 

as if I could draw or tell 

the deep clarity of invisibility. 

Who knows what, how, when, 

or the moments captured, lost? 
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Over the cool, flowing river, 
we float on a riverboat, 

the burnt sienna of the woods 
on either side. 

We see two birds fly across. 
Who knows 

What they are doing? . 
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Blossoming peace, overflowing all around, 
I am free in the worship of the wordless. 
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Across the slow-moving vast river, 

clear blue light inter-touched, 

the boats How carrying pots of wine, 

baskets of grain, and many cloths, 

trade and commerce from city to city, 

" meeting new people, letting go of old friendships. 
Underneath the waters lurk monsters, 

they rarely attack, they live too deep to be seen. 
There will come a day 

that the riverine monsters will drag a boat or two 
down into the abyss, and by the time other boats 
have an inkling their fellow traders are missing, 
what happened and why will live in che unknown. 
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From the hill summits, 

Mists flow down 

Into the canopy, 

Cold air flows into a warmer realm 
Where the cooing of unseen birds echoes. 


Those who live here have youth, wealth and habitation, 


I do not know when we will meet again. 
Amidst the forest and its vines, 


The ruined temples lie in an expanse of mossy dilapidation, 


Dark storm clouds amass, 
No more travelling, this soft meadow is nameless, 
Never leaving, never going somewhere else. 
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The clay of the earth is home, 

Fathomless are the dark waters of the deep sea, 
This is the last life we will ever have, 

We will never meet again. 
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The fisherman heads out to sea - 
To gather the harvest of the blue waters, .  - 
The fisherman's wife will have with her lover a baby. 


This injustice none cares about, 


As a species, we love some forms of injustice. _ 


Haiku 
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Oblivious of dawn, 
amidst fog, petals fall, 
old faces forgotten. 


Z 
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freedom on the open road, 
full of rain, 


washes away all sorrow. 


2 
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Drink the light of dawn, 


the sails sway in the wind, 


endless blue fills being. 
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She walks down 
the corner of the street, 
nobody knows where, when or why. 


5 
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The most beautiful voices 


live in the future 


we will never see. 


6 
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The father seahorse, 


caring for his young, 
loves his children equally. 
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Oo dolphin, 

what underwater meadow 
do you in happiness love? 


8 
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Inside the café, 
T imagine 
the incensory of music. 
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I loved a young man, 
He disappeared, 


a, . ° 
There's no way to find him again. 
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Shoes by each other, 


remind me of oblivion, 


tumbled side by side. 
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Requiem: Death by hunger 
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1 

Churchill's apathy 
piles up, 

another British-made 
Indian famine 
shadows the land, 


they who are nameless kiss one last time. 


2 

Grief beneath grief, 

farewell upon farewell, 

quietly the drizzle flowed upon the river. 


2 

The lanterns dim, 

the lamp blown out by the wind. 

The dawn slants gentle light upon melted candles. 


4 
Beloved eyes meet in gentle silence, 
no poetry can console the meeting of eyes. _ 


5 

They died for they gave their food, 

sharing it with others, 

they starved for they refused to eat those who were dead, 

they died for they did not eat each other when no food was left. 
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The land is parted, 

division helped by politics, 

division helped by religion, 

brings further death, 

families leave their lands, 

handshakes loosen in farewell. 

The calm river flows, 

the nightingale sings in the far beyond. 
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Miss Clever for the sake of being clever, 

your delicate long fingers are mirror images of each other, 
yellow mangoes, mirror images of each other, . 

are eaten by your red full lips, mirror images of each other. 
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I live with invisible friends, 

Who tell me invisible dreams, 

I live with invisible windows, 

Thar let in invisible life-healing gentle light, 
And fresh new rain-touched sky air. 


I hope to open an invisible door. 
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Farewell 


serene, luminous, melancholy, 

our days are too few to last, 

we are 2 trio of masks, 

vocalize of fraternity lost, 

of friendship that never was, 

carefree with interior radiance, 

amiable dialogue with loneliness, 

solitude touched with calmly expansive days, 
lost moments bubbling afar in euphonic forgetfulness, 
vocality of life's variations 

come full circle in love that never was, 

in dosure that is never to be. 
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